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last the day came, and the nuptial ceremony was
over, and the bridegroom went with his bride into
the nuptial chamber. And he lifted her on to the
marriage bed, and called her by her name. And
as she turned towards him, he approached her
slowly, with a smile on his face. And she looked
and saw, issuing from his mouth and disappearing
alternately, a long tongue, thin, forked, and quiver-
ing like that of a snake.

And In the morning the musicians played to
waken the bride and bridegroom. But the day
went on, and they never came forth. Then the
merchant, her father, and his friends, after waiting
a long time, became alarmed, and went and broke
the door, which was closed with a lock. And there
they saw the bride lying dead in the bed, alone, and
on her bosom were two small marks. And they
saw no bridegroom. But a black cobra crept out
of the bed, and disappeared through a hole in the
wallh.               f

So now, Princess, tell me, what was there in the

fc The denouement of this story has a most singular resem-
blance to that of Prosper MerimeVs Lokis. But apparently
he drew that admirable story (as he did his Carmen and his
Venus) from older sources, of Lithuanian, Gipsy, possibly
even Hindoo origin.